Obligation 


You went in off: why 
they, in bright 
turn--knives 


stringing Light-- 
hmmmd through 
various masks, 


confirming you a good boy 
but a hopeless case. 


Sewed up back 
go you at wife kids 


dog and conical trees, 
dinged and rusted Cavalier, 


whatever ruckus and grace is 
baptized as your "estate (Once- 


morbid math being the last designated 
course.) These few months catch 


you staring and smearing the sun- 
light. Hey, squanderer! 
Fuck you! The life you're losing 
is your own. Rare enough don't you 
feel? Your last right too 
when you think about it the 


communion of flowers 
and birds and rocks and dirt 


needs you free of life in order 


to jazz their equitable job. 
Your death's a thank you 


note to God, so begin 


composing. 


